An  Amazing  Invention -'"Magic  Art  Reproducer" 


DRAWThe  First  Day 

You  Can  Draw  Your  Family,  Friends,  Anything  From  REAL  LIFE  — 
Like  An  Artist... Even  if  You  CANT  DRAW  A  Straight  Line! 


NO  LESSONS! 
NO  TALENT! 


Anyone  can  Draw  With  This 
Amazing  New  Invention  — 
Instantly! 


ALSO  EXCELLENT  FOR  EVERY  OTHER 
TYPE  OF  DRAWING! 


Also  Copy  Any  Picture  —  Can  Reduce  or  Enlarge  Any  Picture! 

Yes,  anyone  from  5  to  80  can  draw  or  sketch  or  paint  any- 
thing now...  the  very  first  time  you  use  the  "Magic  Art 
Reproducer"  like  a  professional  artist  —  no  matter  how 
"hopeless"  you  think  you  are!  It  automatically  reproduces 
anything  you  want  to  draw  on  any  sheet  or  paper.  Then 
easily  and  quickly  follow  the  lines  of  the  "picture  image" 
with  your  pencil . . .  and  you  have  an  accurate  original 
drawing  that  anyone  would  think  an  artist  had  done.  Also 
makes  drawing  larger  or  smaller  as  you  wish.  Anyone  can 
use  it  on  any  desk,  table,  board,  etc.  —  indoors  or  outdoors! 
No  other  lessons  or  practice  or  talent  needed! 
Hove  fun!  Be  popular!  Everyone  will  ask  you  to  draw  them. 
You'll  be  in  demand!  After  a  short  time,  you  may  find  you 
can  draw  well  without  the  "Magic  Art  Reproducer"  be- 
cause you  have  developed  a  "knack"  and  feeling  artists 
have  —  which  may  lead  to  a  good  paying  art  career. 

SEND  NO  MONEY! 
Free  10-Day  Trial! 

Jus!  send  name  and  address. 
Pay  postman  on  delivery  $1.98 
plus  postage.  Or  send  only 
$1.98  with  order  and  we  pay 
postage.  You  must  be  con- 
vinced that  you  can  draw  any- 
thing like  on  artist,  or  return 
merchandise  after  10-day  trial 
and  your  money  will  be  re- 
funded. 


I  Copy  deiigni,  blueprints, 

machine,  for  needlo- 
i  crocheting,  knitting 


FREE! 


"Simple 

Art  Tricks - 
of  the  Trade" 

This  valuable  Illustrated  guide  is 
yours  FREE  with  order  of  "Magic 
Art  Reproducer.'*  Eaiy  ABC  art 
tricks  that  anyone  can  'allow  on  dif- 
ferent techniques.  Effects,  propor- 
tions, perspectives,  shading,  color, 
animated  cartoons,  human  figures  ta 
use  with  "Magic  Art  Reproducer" 
lor  added  touches  to  your  drawings. 


FREE  10-DAY  TRIAL  COUPON! 


NORTON  PRODUCTS,  Dept.  7112 
296  Broadway,  New  YoA  7,  N.  Y. 

Rush  my  "Magic  Art  Reproducer"  plus  FREE  llkis- 
tiated  guide  Simple  Secret*  of^Art  Tricks  of  the  Trade. 
I  will  pay  postman  on  delivery  only  $1.1*8  plus  postage. 


t  be  « 


■  1  < 


need  that  I  can  draw  niiythlni, 
return  merchandise  after  10-day  trial 


Name. ... 
Address. 


NORTON  PRODUCTS/  Dept.  7112 
296  Broadway,  New  York  7,  W.  Y. 


City  &  Zone  State  

□  Check  here  if  you  wish  to  save  postage  by  sending 
only  $1.98  with  coupon.  Same  Money  Back  Guarantee! 
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THIS  IS  THE  SECOND  ISSUE  OF  ATOMIC  WAR.  WE  PURPOSE  OF  THIS  BOOK  O 
CLEAR  WE  WANT  EVERYONE-- FRIEND  AND  FOE  ALIKE-  TO  KNOW  THE  UTTER 
DEVASTATION  THAT  ANOTHER  WAR  WILL  BRING  TO  ALL,  THE  JUSt  AS  WELL  AS  THE 
UNJUST.      WE  HOPE  THAT  ALL  WHO  READ  THIS  MAGAZINE  WILL  THINK  ABOUT  THIS- 
AND  PRAY  THAT  WHAT  YOU  SEE  HERE  WILL  NEVER  HAPPEN.  Tut  editors 


T 


ffllGH ABOVE  THE  FROZEN, 
DESOLATE  WASTES  Of 
GREENLAND,  A  MIGHTY 
CRESCENDO  OF  SCREAM/m 
JET  ENGINES  FUSED  WITH 
THE  ARCTIC  BLASTS  AS  THE 
tlSlh  HEAVY  BOMBER  GROUP 
SWEPT  TOWARD  ITS  RENDER 
VOUS  OVER  CAPE  JESSUH 
THE  ANSWER  TO  THE 
DEVASTATING  A-BOMB 
ATTACKS  ON  NEW  YORK, 
DETROIT  AND  CHICAGO  WAS 
UNDER  WAY,  A  MISSION  OF 
UNPARALLELED  DANGER  IN 
THE  HISTORY  OF  AIR  WAR- 
FARE, SO  OARING  IN  SCOPE 
AS  TO  LABEL  IT  SUICIDAL 
YET  EVERY  MAN,  FROM 
PILOT  TO  GUNNER,  HAD' 
VOLUNTEERED  IN  FULL  KNOW- 
LEDGE THAT  HE  WAS 
GAMBLING  HIS  LIFE  IN  A 
TREMENDOUS  GAME  OF 
CHANCE.  AND  NO  ONE  KNEW 
THIS  BETTER  THAN  COLONEL 
STEVE  RANSHAW,  THE 
GROUP  COMMANDER,  ABOARD 
THE  LEAD  BOMBER .  .  . 


m 


6L0ANE,  PARIS—  TIGHTEN  ' 
f  TOUR  FORMATIONS/  WE'LL  «-»  '. 
«LOSI  ALL  THI  WAT/  Aid 
■fit  TOUR  WvtNTV-riVf 

nun  m  Muotrmmi 


? ROGER .COLONEL/ 
-,  PULl    6«  IN.  ROV»/< 


IN  colonel  ranshaw's  plane'the  igloo'.  . 


YOU  MISSED  THIS, LOU/ 
IT  CAME  IN  TWO  HOURS 
LAGO  BY  COURIER/ 


LOOKS  LIKE 
PENTAGON  STUFF  f 
ANYTHING  IMPORTANT 


HEY,  YOU  VE  BEEN  HOLDING 
ME/  THEY  GAVE  YOU  A  STAR 
A  GENERAL  NOW  /  WAIT  A  SEC... 
IT  SAYS  HERE  YOU'VE  BEEN 
DESIGNATED  AS  FIELD  COMMANDER 
YOU'RE  NOT  SUPPOSED  TO  BE  ON 


OUT  ON  V- THAT'S  RIGHTS 
/  YOU'RE     WHAT  DO  YOU 


WANT  ME  TO 
DO,  BAIL 


The  northern  tip  of 
greenland  dwindled  into  the 
horizon  as  the  armada  formed 


RAN5HAW  TO  RILEY  AND  SHROVE/ 
WE  HEAD  NORTH,  NORTHEAST 
TILL  WE  REACH  THE  POLE  / 
ALLOW  FOR  MAGNETIC  DEFLECTION, 
FROM  THERE  IT'S  SOUTH,  SOUTH 
WEST  AT  THIRTY  THOUSAND 


HOURS  LATER,  AS  THE 
meSED  SIBERIAN  COAST  APPEARED, 

'(JXYGEN  UP  TWO  POINTS / 
GUNNERS  TEST  YOUR  WEAPONS/) 
WE'RE  HEARING  ENEMY 
TERRITORY  / 


in  me  kaist  or  the  Huse 

listen  to  'em/ 
'hey,  povack,]  that's  real 
how  are  the  /  mig  poison/ 
i  hope  i  get  a 
'  crack  at  them 
'  russkies  /  i  got  a 
[  personal  score  to 
^settle  With  them/, 


THE  SHRUNKEM  ARMADA  HOMED  ON  TOWARD  THE 
NEXT  TARGET ,  CHELYABINSK,  ANOTHER  REO  A  - 

BOHR  STORAGE  DEPOT,  . .  r~  ;  

 ■  " —  »,    J  1  WE  CAN  T  TURN  X 

WEVE  LOST  HALF  OUR  VF  AROUND  AND  SO  HOME 
PLANES, STEVE, AND     V  NOW /RAN  SHAW  TO  PARIS/ 
THE  MISS  ARE  COMING/l  YOUR  TARGET  COMES  UP  IN 


Twenty  minutes  later.  .  .after  a  hail  of 
flak  and  a  hundred  ms  passes .  .  . 


YOU  READY,  HIGGINS?Y  I'M  COUNTING  NOW. . TRYING 
THAT  FLAK'S  COMING  /  TO  SEE  THROUGH  THE  FLAK. 
UP  LIKE  MAD /  y*,  WE'RE  OVER. ..EIGHT, NINE  , 
TEN... BOMBS  AWAY/ 


Chelyabinsk  #as  left  a  molten  inferno  as 
the  super  a  -  bomb  hit.  . 


WE'RE  CARRYING  THE 
'  BIGGEST  PAY  LOAD  OF  ALL/ 
WE'LL  HIT  MOSCOW  F I 
HAVE  TO  SIT  ON 


OF  ALL.  THE  FAR-FLUNG  OUTPOSTS  OF  THE  UNITED 
STATES  ARMED  FORCES,  ALASKA  HAS  THE  ROUGHEST. 
BLEAK,  LONELY,  RIPPED  ST  BLIZZARDS  AND  FROZEN  By 
SUB-ZERO  TEMPERATURES,  ITS  NICKNAME— "THE  ICEBOX"- 
GIVEN  IT  BY  THE  G.  I.  'S  STATIONED  THERE,  WAS  WELL 
DESERVED.  AT  A  STRATEGIC  ARMY  BASE  AND  JET 
FIGHTER  FIELD  NEAR  SEWARD,  THE  SEVENTY-  THIRD 
MOUNTAIN  REGIMENT  WAS  ON  A  TWENTY- FOUR  HOUR 
ALERT  SINCE  THE  SNEAK  ATTACK  ON  AMERICAN  CITIES. 
COLONEL  PAUL  MCCOBB  PUSHED  HIS  MEN  TO  THE  LIMIT, 
READYING  THEM  FOR  ANY  EMERGENCY.  ,  . 


'GUS,  1  CAN'T  TAKE 
THIS  GAFF  ANY  MORE  /  J 
I'M  SEEING  THE  OLD  j 
MAN  ABOUT  A 
TRANSFER / 


I'M  COMIN  WITH 
VOU/  1  DON'T  CARE 
WHAT  HAPPENS— 
ANYTHING  TO  GET 
OUT  OF  THIS 
DEEP  FREEZE / 


THAT'S  THE  LAST  OF  THE 
ATOMIC  AMMO  WE  CAN'T 
HOLD  'EM  BACK  ANY 
LONGER.   WE'LL  HAVE  TO 

FALL  BACK  TO  KLUNA 


USING  THE  NEW  ATOMIC  HAND  SRENADES,  THE  FRONT 
LINE  DEFENDERS  MELD  Off  THE  RUSSIAN  INVADERS  FOR 
SEVERAL  HOURS. 


THEN^JZ?  tErs  eo  mEfy 
BROUGHT  TANKS  UP. 


I  I'LL  KEEP  'EM  AWAY 
WITH  COVERING  FIRE 
TILL  WE'RE  OUTTA 


m. , 


THE  SPY  FROM  CONEY  ISLAND! 


"This  fs  Itr  Murphy  yelled.  There  had  been  a 
toad  crack,  and  flames  spurted  along  the  wings  of 
•ur  Atomizer,  the  first  atom-power  plane  to  be  flown 
in  the  3rd  World  War. 

Below  there  was  a  itest  expanse  of  snow,  desolate 
And  deserted,  as  only  Russian  Siberia  can  be.  At 
least  we  thought  it  was  deserted,  as  we  made  our 
routine  flight,  patrolling  from  Alaska  to  the  very 
northern  tip  of  Russia. 

There  were  two  men  in  the  plane  beside  myself — 
Murphy  and  Jones.  The  three  of, us  ran  toward  the 
plane  door  and  pushed  the  lever,  the  door  swung 
open,  we  leaped  into  the  frigid  air.  It  wasn't  a  mo- 
ment too -soon.  The  ship  exploded  and  fell  past  us 
in  tiny  fragments.  Despite  the  cold,  I  was  drenched 
in  sweat. 

Directly  below  us  were  a  clump  of  trees.  They 
were  our  only  hope.  Somewhere  in  this  lost  world 
was  a  sniper,  just  waiting  for  us  to  fall  at  his  feet. 

Thank  God  for  the  new  parachutes  that  could  be 
directed  in  all  weathers  and  atmospheres,  in  icy, 
northern  blasts  or  tropical,  windless  heat.  We  landed 
almost  on  top  of  one  another,  and  spurted  for  the 
trees.  A  bullet  struck  my  helmet  with  a  pojtig,  and 
with  such  force  that  I  almost  fell  to  my  knees  as  the 
helmet  fell  off  and  rolled  before  me. 

The  other  men's  helmets  joined  mine.  The  as- 
tonishment on  our  faces  might  have  been  funny,  if 
the  situation  hadn't  been  so  serious".  We  dove  simul- 
taneously into  the  same  clump  of  prickly  bushes. 

For  a  moment  all  we  could  do  was  lie  in  the  snow 
and  gasp.  I  closed  my  eyes  to  overcome  the  dizziness. 
When  I  opened  them  again,  I  almost  believed  that 
I  was  dead.  I  saw  two  shapely  legs,  and  as  I  followed 
them  upwards,  a  woman's  figure,  and  then  what  I 
thought  was  the  most  beautiful  face  I  had  ever  seen! 
Under  the  fur-lined  parka,  black  hair  encircled  a 
perfect  face.  Black  eyes,  cold  and  calculating,  stared 
back  at  me,  but  what  I  didn't  like  was  the  gun  she 
held  in  her  steady  hands. 

"Americans?"  The  tone  was  crisp. 

It  was  obvious,  I  thought,  that  we  were.  We  wore 
the  regulation  green  jet  suits  of  the  U.  S.  Airforce. 

Our  captor's  English  was  almost  perfect,  except  for 
the  trace  of  an  accent.  Somewhere  I  had  heard  that 
accent  before.  But  where? 

"Get  up  and  follow  me."  Two  rough  looking  Rus- 
sian soldiers  joined  her.  She  waved  the  gun  imperi- 
ously. 

We  tramped  through  the  snow,  toward  a  small 
ice-covered  chateau.  We  saw  the  long  barrels  of  huge, 
atom-powered  guns  glinting  behind  the  balastrade.  1 
shivered— as  1  thought  of  what  a  nervous  trigger 
finger  could  do  with  those  guns. 


I  was  glad  when  we  finally  entered  single  file 
through  the  gate  and  into  the  building  itself.  I  can't 
say  we  were  exactly  ushered  into  a  large  drawing 
room.  Rather,  we  were  pushed  with  the  muzzles  of 
the  Russians'  jet  guns.  We  did  not  argue  with  them. 

We  entered  a  room  of  the  period  of  1940  or  '50. 
Tall,  stolid  Russians  stood  all  around  it,  protecting 
a  man  who  sat  at  a  long  refractory  table. 

"Here  they  are,  comrade.  Spies,  caught  flying  over 
Russian  territory,  trying  to  learn  the  secrets  of  the 
Soviet."  The  girl's  voice  still  held  that  familiar 
■accent. 

"They  will  never  do  that  again,  I'm  afraid."  The 
stolid  Russian  behind  the  desk,  smiled  slightly,  but 
the  smile  made  me  feel  cold  in  the  pit  of  my  stom- 
ach. "Let  us  find  out  what  they  wanted  to  see.  Per- 
haps we  can  give  them  a  sight-seeing  tour.  You've 
done  well,  Comrade.  The  Kremlin  will  be  very 
happy," 

My  blood  began  to  roar  in  my  ears.  This  was  the 
enemy.  I  hated  them  with  the  same  ferocity  that  I 
knew  the  other  two  men  did.  But  we  wouldn't  let 
them  try  anything  without  a  good  old  Irish  fight. 

I  began  to  hum.  It  was  a  signal  to  Murphy  and 
Jones.  Simultaneously,  we  separated,  swinging  around 
to  face  the  guards.  It  was  an  old  football  trick,  but 
it  worked.  Our  tackles  knocked  down  three  of  the 
Russians  before  they  could  get  out  their  guns. 

I  let  out  a  whoop  and  swung.  I  didn't  have  time 
to  see  what  was  happening  to  my  buddies.  All  I 
wanted  suddenly  was  to  strike  at  that  face  across 
the  desk.  That  face!  Where  had  I  seen  it  before? 
The  fury  at  being  unable  to  remember  aroused  such 
power  in  my  swing  that  with  one  blow  I  sent  the 
Russian  spinning  to  the  floor.  Blood  flowed  from  his 
mouth. 

Then,  stars  fled  across  my  eyes  and  blackness 
crushed  down  on  me.  I  heard  Murphy  give  a  yell, 
before  I  went  out.  .  . 

It  was  someplace  very  dark  where  I  awoke.  Beside 
me,  on  the  cold  stone  floor,  sprawled  Murphy  and 
Jones.  They  grinned  at  me  sheepishly. 

"This  is  one  heck  of  a  show,  ain't  it?"  Murphy 
croaked.  "A  dame  gets  hold  of  us,  and  here  we  are 
in  a  Russian  clink.  Tomorrow  it's  probably  the  firing 
squad." 

"Yeah!  Finnigan,  what's  the  score  now?"  Jones 
groaned  as  he  held  his  aching  head. 

I.  didn't  know  what  the  score  was.  But  I  did  knaw 
it  wasn't  good.  Meanwhile  there  was  something 
bothering  me  in  the  back  of  my  addled  head. 

Suddenly,  there  was  a  sound  outside  the  iron  door. 
A  key  scraped  in  the  lock.  A  tall  figure,  clothed  in 


the  inevitable  parka  of  the  frozen  Siberian  wastes, 
appeared  and  beckoned. 

"Come.  The  master  wants  to  see  you." 

"Nuts  to  your  master.  If  he  wants  us,  tell  him  to 
come  and  get  us!"  Murphy's  brogue  was  becoming 
stronger.  1  could  tell  that  he  was  really  mad. 

Three  guards  answered  the  piercing  whistle. 
Strong,  ironlike  ringers  gripped  our  arms  and  we 
left  the  floor  abruptly,  not  through  our  own  will. 
We  were  marched  roughly  through  what  seemed  like 
miles  of  cold  stone  corridors.  Then,  abruptly,  we 
were  out  in  the  bitter  icy  winds.  It  was  pitch  black 
outside.  My  teeth  began  to  chatter. 

Murphy  and  Jones  limped  beside  me.  "They  don't 
even  wait  until  morning  to  shoot  you!" 

Then,  only  the  single  tall  figure  remained.  The 
three  guards  had  left,  but  I  knew  they  were  lurking 
somewhere  nearby,  ready  to  clout  us  if  we  tried 
anything. 

We  were  led  into  a  small  hut.  Two  people  stood 
talking  before  the  fire.  Both  of  them  carried  guns. 
I  stared.  One  of  them  was  the  girl.  She  was  still 
beautiful  to  me,  even  though  she  was  the  enemy.  The 
man  I  had  hit  w.as  beside  her.  A  beauty  of  a  mouse 
had  puffed  up  his  eye.  I'd  done  that,  at  least! 

The  two  of  them  waved  simultaneously  to  the  tall 
figure,  indicating  that  he  should  leave  and  wait  out- 
aide. 

"Now,  sirs,  I'm  afraid  this  will  be  a  most  unpleas- 
ant duty.  Of  course,  you  know,  we'll  have  to  kill  you.  ■ 
Spies  .  .  .  what  unpleasant  people  to  deal  with  .  .  . 
so  very  tricky.  You  there,  with  the  red  hair.  You 
recognized  me,  didn't  you?" 

1  snarled  a  "yes"  back  at  this  arrogant  Russian. 
At  for  the  girl  ...  she  just  laughed.  That  laugh! 
That  did  it.  I  lunged  once  again  toward  the  man. 
The  girl  I  wouldn't  touch,  but  that  man! ' 

The  gun  came  up  in  his  hands  and  I  felt  the 
sharp  twing  of  pain  as  the  bullet  grazed  my  arm. 
I  stepped  back  under  the  impact  dizzily. 

"Stop  it,  Finnigan.  It  won  t  do  any  good.  Don't 
worry,  it  may  be  taps  for  us,  but  don't  forget  that 
these  two  ...  two  so-and-sos  will  get  theirs  too. 
Murphy  spoke  quietly. 

Then  we  heard  the  sound  of  a  plane  landing  out- 
side. It  was  coming  in  on  the  snow  in  the  field 
alongside  the  hut.  Moments  later,  the  rapping  of 
knuckles  sounded  on  the  door. 

"Come  in,  comrade." 

A  tall,  burly-looking  man  entered.  He  was  th« 
plane's  pilot. 

The  Russian  kept  on  speaking.  "Here  are  the  three 
men  you  are  to  take  in  the  plane.  You  know  where 
tb  go"  He  turned  toward  us,  bowing.  "You  see, 
gentlemen,  we  have  no  facilities  for  taking  care  of 
spies  here.  You  will  be  sent  elsewhere.  This  place 
if  an  administrative  post,  not  a  firing  squad.  You 
will  go  with  him." 


He  turned  to  the  pilot  again.  "Thank  you,  com- 
rade for  this  help." 

The  pilot  only  grunted.  He  waved  his  gun  in  our 
direction.  We  knew  that  outside  the  three  guards 
were  waiting.  We  hesitated  no  longer.  My  head  still 
ached  from  their  agile  blackjacks. 

We  followed  the  pilot  out  the  door.  A  long,  sleek 
plane  sat  on  a  runway  of  ice  in  the  snow.  The  official 
who  had  questioned  us  followed,  and  as  we  boarded 
the  plane  he  handed  the  pilot  a  long  envelope. 

"Here  are  your  orders,  Comrade.  Be  lure  to  follow 
them  carefully."  , 

There  were  two  guards  inside  the  plane,  which 
was  a  transport  ship  for  carrying  troops.  They  also 
carried  guns.  The  guard  on  my  left  took  the  envelope 
from  the  pilot  and  nodded  to  him. 

"We'll  handle  these  kids  okay,  Butch!" 

Murphy,  Jones  and  I  stared.  That  was  American 
gab! 

As  the  plane  took  off' and  turned  north,  an  en- 
velope was  handed  to  me,  a  long  fat  envelope.  I 
tore  it  open.  Inside  was  another  envelope  and  vari- 
ous papers.  On  the  other  envelope  was  scribbled, 
"For  the  tough  red-headed  guy." 

I  started  to  read  it  aloud.  "To  three  Americans: 
Please  deliver  these  papers  to  the  Pentagon  in  Wash- 
ington. I  know  you're  puzzled,  but  you  11  understand 
why  this  is  all  so  secretive.  You  are  being  flown  to 
Washington,  D.  C.  right  now.  These  papers  contain 
valuable  bombing  military  secrets.  Do  not  read  them, 
just  follow  the  man  who'll  meet  you  at  the  plane. 
And,  incidentally,  red-head,  my  father  and  I  want 
you  to  stop  off  when  you  get  back  to  New  York  and 
go  to  Coney  Island.  That  accent  you  heard  when  I 
was  talking  was  just  pure  Brooklynese.  When  you 
get  to  Coney  Island  you'll  meet  people  who'll  ex- 
plain all  this  to  you." 
The  note  was  signed,  "Brooklyn  and  her  Dad." 
An  icy  chill  ran  up  and  down  my  spine.  I  didn't 
have  to  go  to  Coney  Island.  I  remembered  the  man 
now.  He  was  a  valuable  American  spy.  We  had  been 
briefed  to  help  him.  And  his  daughter  ...  she  and 
her  dad  had  run  a  shooting  gallery  on  the  board- 
walk. No  wonder  our  helmets  flew  off  when  she 
toted  that  gun! 

Murphy  and  Jones  looked  limp.  I  put  my  head 
on  my  hand.  I'd  be  at  Coney  Island  aU  right  Id 
wait  there  forever.  The  pilot  looked  back  and 
grinned  at  me. 

"It's  okay  now,  boys.  We're  over  the  Bering 
Straights.  When  I  leave  you  off  at  Washington,  I'm 
coming  back  for  the  prof  and  his  gal.  She'll  be  in 
Washington  before  you  know  it:" 

I  looked  out  the  window  and  waved  my  hand 
toward  the  south. 

"So  long,  Brooklyn.  I'll  be  waiting  for  you  at  the 
ferria  wheell" 


Despite  the 

blasting  fire,  the 
reds  sensed  the 
weakness  of  the 
u.n.  position 
and  attaches 
the  castle 

MAIM. 


r  «■  MIGHT  AS  WELL  HAVf  SEAN  SHOOTERS) 
ASAINST  THI  tTUW  TMBfVl  SOT/  KISS^ 
THIS  PLACE  tOOO-IYI. 


I  WOW,  LOOKS  LIKE   AN  EDGAR  ^ 
I  ALLAN  POE  STORY  SCENE  / 
IWHERE'S  THIS  PASSAGE  LEAD 
TO?   m  H 
<  GOES  ABOUT  A  MILE 
PwEST"  LEADS  TOWARDS 
1  OUR  OWN  LINES.  LET'S 
\SLOW/  1  CAN  HEAR 
THOSE  RUSSKY  BOOTS 
\COMING  DOWN  THE 


JUST  A  LITTLE  T  I  CAN'T  HEAR  *-> 
FURTHER  AND  /ANYTHING  BEHIND  US. 
WE'LL  BE  OUT  J  GUESS  THE  REDS 
HAVEN'T  FOUND  THE 
T  DOOR 


m 


QSS.  MAJOR  DORP,  IN  CIVILIAN  CLOTHES.  SUPKD 
QUierty  INTO  THE  NEAREST  TOWN. 


BLACKHEADS 
"PETJjATE" 

Say  Men,  Girls 
in  Choosing  Date 


What  a  "black  mark"  is  the  blackhead  .  .  . 
according  to  men  and  girl,  popular 
enough  to  be  choosy  about  dales! 

"Nobody's  dreamboat  ''"'Nobody*,  dale 
bait!"  And  thal'i  not  all  that',  said  ..f 
those  who  are  careless  about  blackheads. 
But  blackheads  ARE  ugly!  Blackhead. 
ARE  grimy  !  And  they  DONT  look  good 
In  clo*e-up*! 

So  can  you  blame  (he  fellow  who  says, 
"Sure,  I  meet  lots  of  girl,  who  look  cute 
at  first  glance.  But  if,  on  that  second 
glance,  I  see  dingy  blackheads,  it's  goad 
nigfii!" 

Or  can  you  blame  the  girl  who  con- 
fesses, "I  hate  to  go  out  with  a  fellow 
who  has  blackhead..  If  he's  careless  about 
that  you're  sure  he'll  embarrass  you  m 
other  ways,  too  !" 

But  you  — are  YOUR  ears  burning? 
Well,-y»u've  company  and,  .ad  to  say, 
good  company.  There  are  lot.  of  other- 
wise attractive  fellows  and  girls  who  could 
date  anyone  they  like  if  they'd  only 
realiic  how  offensive  blackhead,  are  .  .  . 
and  how  easily  and  quickly  they  could 


id  of  ther 


.  if  they  team  t 


"He-Man"  Often  Guilty 
of  Blackhead  Crime 

Take  your  "he-man"  .  .  .  super  at  track, 
games,  sports  of  all  kinds  .  .  .  who  thinks 
that  after  just  a  shower  he's  ready  to  go 
anywhere!  And  won't  the  girls  all  admire 
his  muscles!  , 

Sure  they  would!  But  not  many  dance 
floors  are  set  up  for  hurdle  races.  \oa 
can't  show  off  your  snappy  left  hook  when 
only  cokes  are  in  the  ring.  The  'he-man 
who's  also  clean-cut,  will  get  the  breaks 
wherever  be  U. 

Even  Cute  Girls 

Become  Careless 

Easy  too  easy,  for  a  girl  to  think  that  if 
she  has  the  latest  in  clothes  and  hair-do 
she  needn't  bother  about  blackheads.  A 
little  more  make-up,  she  guesses,  will  take 
we  of  that.  BUT  MAKE-UP  WON'T 
HIDE  BLACKHEADS!  Not  unless  it  s 
plaster  of  paris,  maybe!  And  even  good 
make-up  "slips"  at  a  dance!  So  don  t  take 
chances,  cute  though  you  may  be! 


TAKE  THESE  TIPS  TO 
BANISH  BLACKHEADS 

Keep  skin  clean  by  washing  morning 
and  night  with  warm,  almost  hot, 
water.  Use  good  soap  and  plenty  of 
it.  And  finish  with  cool  water. 

Extract  every  blackhead  as  soon 
as  you  see  it  —  with  a  SAFE  extrac- 
tor. Don't  use  ringer  nails.  Don't 
squeeze.  Thai  may  mean  infection, 
injured  tissues,  a  marred  skin. 

lust  be  clean!  Be  quick!  And  be 
safe!  That's  easy]  And  that's  ALL! 


NEW!  SCIENTIFIC! 
VACUUM  ACTION! 

Amazing  new  VACUTEX  is  painless  .  .  - 
.  .  .  fast!  In  seconds  you  are  rid  of 
t  ugly  blackheads  that  clog  the  pores 
make  your  skin  look  grimy  and  dingy 
.  .  .  give  others  such  a  wrong  impression 
of  you.  VACUTEX  create,  a  gentle  vac- 
uum pres.ure  around  the  blackhead  and 
tracts  it  —  quickly  !- without  injury  lo  tend 


No  Squeezing 

-without  injury  to  tenocr  I^W   v^vv  9 

SfcCwS  No  Infection 

p.mfui  >,„e«ing!  without  kj0  |niury 

,geruus  infection  from  germy  1  ^w        I  / 

!  Just  place  VACUTEX  1-  C.lr,n 

blackhead  and  dr.*  back  '° 

extractor.  Blackhead's  out!  TiccyeS 
Simple'    But  you'll  be  de-    i  W»VW 
lighted  by  your  instantly  i 
proved    appearance.  Oth 


7 


'»  Just  plan  VACUTEX  over  blackhwd- 
Try  vacu-   r>|B0St  extrotto."nnd  bloekhwd  s  out! 

«    BALLCO  PRODUCTS  COMPANY,  D.frt.  23  • 

19  west  44th  St.,  New  York  36,  N  Y. , 

□  Enclosed   find   $1-00.   Send   me  VACUTEX 

□  ShiTc.O.D.  I  will  pay  postman  $1.00  plus 
m/Suu  will  be  refunded  if  I  am  not  delighted: 


r  Don't  send  a  penny.  Mail 
coupon  and  pay  postman 
only  SI. 00  plus  postage, 
or  save  alt  postage  by  entloiino 
)1  00  with  guarantee  coupon.  It  not 
thrilled  to  be  rid  ot  embarrainno 
hated  blackhead*  thi(  new  quick 
wVy  —  just  return  VACUTEX  in  10 
dayi  and  got  II  back.  Order  today! 


NAME- 
ADDRESS. 


UUKL»  „  . 

SORRY  NO  C.O.D.  OUTSIDE  OF  U.S.A. 


Grows 
in  4  Days 
Lasts  for  months 
in  any  season 

B°Z*  .*  heie  a  excilin9  news    News  about"  something 

entirely  different!  Now,,  you  can  grow  a  real  garden  of  your 
ve.y  own-right  in  your  own  home.  Yea.  here's  an  amazing 
magic  garden  you  sef  up  and 
planl  yourself  in  a  lew  minutes. 
Grow  real  grass  and  flowera  in 
just  a  tew  days!  You'll  thrill  lo 
the  magic  of  Mother  Nature  as 
you  watch  the  grass  sprout  and 
ihe  flowers  lake  root  and  grow 
right  before  your  eyes.  In  no 
time  at  all  you'll  have  a  color- 
ful, heallljy  garden— and  what  a 
kick  you'll  get  playing  gardener, 
cutting  the  grass,  watering  the 
plants,  and  lending  the  lovely 
sweet-smelling  flowers.  You  can 
even  clip  a  beautiful  bunch  of 
flowers  for  mom,  or  friend.  All 
your  friends  wHl  wonder  how 
you  were  able  to  make  things 
grow— They'll  all  want  you  to 
show  them  how! 


EVERYTHING 
YOU  NEED 

You  get  all  these  items 
— you  don't  need  any- 
thing else.  Plenty  of 
Magic  grass  seeds  .  .  . 
Magic  soil.  Lovely  (low- 
er seeds  .  .  .  Practical, 
attractive  container  .  .  . 
Bright  colored .  metal 
butterflies.  Little  Dutch 
boy  and  girl  .  .  .  Ameri- 
can Flag  .  .  .  Parasol 
that  opens  and  closes 
■  .  .  simulated  rocks. 
Cute  ceramic  dog  .  .  . 
Many  other  exciting 
features. 


Wlnter-Summer, 
Spring  or  fall 
Grow  grasses  green 
and  flowers  tail. 


Over  a  hundred  square  inches  of 
garden  —  Spe*cial  wishing  pool  in 
ihe  center  —  An  American  flag  and 
pole  —  Two  attractive  butterflies 
that  look  like  they're  flying  —  Your 
own  container.  Just  look  at  the  list! 

For  Soys  and  Girls 
of  All  Ages 

Here's  a  beautiful  garden  all  your 
own  for  just  a  single  dollar  bill. 
You'll  have  hours  of  fun.  You'll  sur- 
prise your  family  and  friends  with 
what  you  know  and  what  you  can 
dot   


10  Day  Trial  FREE 


If  you  are  not  100%  deliqhted  with 
this  Garden  fust  send  it  back.  We 
will  refund  the  full  purchase  price 
at  once.  Rush  Coupon  now!  j 

■  ■RUSH  COUPON  NOW/ -j  i 

Honor  House  Product!  Corp.     Dtpt.  12 
836  Broadway,  New  York  3,  N.  Y. 

Bush  my  Magic  Dutch  Rock  Gardens  on  approval 
for  only  $1.00.  If  I  am  not  completely  satisfied 
I  may  return  it  for  prompt  refund  of  full  purchase 
price. 

Name  

A  d  dress  ■   

□  Send  C.O.D.  I'll  pay  postman  SI  plus  a  few 

cents  postage, 
d  I   enclose   $1.00  for  my   garden.   You  pay 


i_i  •    <r>n.iun    <i.vu   ioi    my    garaen.    tou    pay  ■ 
postage.  Same  monny  back  guarantee.  I 


I 


